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THE NEW POET LAUREATE. 


„ There can be no doubt that Poor Papa feels deeply hurt that his claim to the Poet Laureateship should have been so scandalously passed over in 
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happy month, you know. 


sleepless night, my dear n 


me, 


TWO WAYS OF LOOKING 


AT IT. 


Ilnateas. Oh! but you must have a piece of our pudding—another 


uest (dyspeptic, with Christmas still in his mind), Yes, and another 


| favour of Mr. Alfred Austin; but, all the sume, his recent behaviour savours very strongly of the asinine. 
7 85 the other night at Mildew Court, was a tableau representing Poor Papa receiving the laurel wreath, at the hands of the Muses, Erato and Euterpe. 
e is little excuse even for my misguided parent, but as for that odious Lardi und the shameless Tottie, I would like to slap them.“ — Toorsik. 


THE EXPLANATION OF IT. 


Cissic. And Charles is going in for Holy Orders. 
Tum. Orders? Ah! now I know why I see him so often 
at the theatres. 


* 
* 


The chief of a series of ‘ Living Pictures,’ 


STRANGE WAGERS. 


Ein Walter Raleigh is said to have won a wager from 
Queen Klizabeth on the question of how much smoke could 
be obtained from a cowed of tobacco, 

Sir John Packington, one of Elizabeth's servants, laid a 
wager of £3,000 to swim against three others from West- 
minster to Greenwich, but the match did not come off. It 
was rather a tough job for amateurs to undertake. 

A wealthy gentleman of Shrewsbury betted a large sum 
that his leg was the handsomest in the Kingdom. He won, 
and it ix said that “a picture is still in existence, represent- 
ing the process of measuring the legs of the disputants.” 
Two celebrated beauties, in Edinburgh, about eighty years 
ago, made a somewhat similar bet, “creating both amuse- 
ment and scandal,” 

A man once made a heavy bet that he would stand a 
whole day on London Bridge, u it hin trayful of sovereigns, 
fresh from the mint, and be unable to obtain a purchaser. 
In one account it is stated that he could not dispose of one, 
Elsewhere, we read that he did get rid of one toa country- 
man. At any rate, in after years, it gave a great chance to 
numbers of lond-voiced vagabonds, whe roared out a lot of 
nonsense about a wager between noblemen, and managed to 
get rid of a number of brass medals of scarcely any value. 

A lawyer's clerk bet a hundred guineas he would walk 
from London to York and back in ix davs, and won his 
wager, Captain Barclay won three thousand pounds by a 


So 


— 


1 


— 


12 


bet that he would walk a thousand miles in a thousand hours, and 
ae rang the church bells as he marched triumphantly into 
ngham. 

In the Court of King’s Bench, Lord March sought to recover 

five hundred Lax from a Mr. Pigott, on a wager as to whether 
William Codrington or old Mr. Pigott would die first. The latter 
died suddenly on the morning previous to the laying of the wager. 
* to this, the defendant maintained that the bet was off, but 
a verdict was given for the full amount with costs. 
. Aman was sued for the payment of one hundred guineas on a 
wager that had been laid, that the plaintiff should furnish three 
horses that would go ninety miles iu three hours, This he did by 
starting all the three horses at once, each doing its thirty miles 
easily—the three thirties to be counted as ninety, but this was held 
by the court to be an unfair debt. 

The Rev. Mr. Gilbert brought an action against Sir Mark Sykes 
on these grounds. The latter, one day after dinner, declared that 
such risks were run by Maxolson Bonaparte, with whom we were 
then at war, that he offered, on receiving a hundred guineas down, 
to pay a guinea a day as long as Bony” remained alive. The 
parson snapped at the offer and produced the money. The 
continued to pay, that unhappy guinea for close on three years, 
when, Bony still remaining lively, he declined to pay any more. 

It was contended by the defendant's counsel that he had been 
“rushed,” and also that “ the transaction was an illegal one, owing 
to Mr. Gilbert having a beneficial interest in the life of 3 
and that he might, in the event of invasion, be tem to use 
means for the preservation of the life of an enemy of his Country.” 
The jury found for the defendant, and this verdict, after a lot of 
legal equabbling, was confi . 

A fairly well-known story, of an ugly kind, may conclude this 
collection. One of a party of revellers, in the roaring hard. 
N of the last century, in a burst of drunken bravado, 
made a that he would enter the vault of a certain church at 
midnight, and in proof of having done so, stick a furk into the 
lid of a coffin recently placed there. He accomplished this idiotio 
act, and was leaving the dreadful place, when he found a long 
cloak he wore suddenly clutched from behind. 

He uttered a shriek and fell fainting to the ground. 

His friends at the tavern smoked and drank, and drank and 
smoked, and at last began to wonder why he was so long absent. 
When they at last went to look for him they found him nearly dead. 
He had accidentally fastened the end of the cloak with the fork to 


the coffin, 
(Neat week—“ One more, Jack.” ) 


— — 


Bak GARDNIN. 
Mr. Baxard, the Ameriky Ambassador, tels Billium 'e isn't sure 
iff this afare off the sedes maiu't komplekait the crisis, 


TO CORRESPONDENTS, 
— 
„ Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Couldn't think of it, MALONY ; It is not our line at all. 
likely, H. J. FULTON, They were photographed too small, Nut at 
present, thank you, ARTIST; haven't an aed tospare. Yea, you 
could, A. PLAYER ; but it Would be utterly unfair. Only just a 
Sew, McGrecor. 1 we thank you, WILL, We agree 
entirely, CALIPH ; t's excugh to make one dl. 

— — 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Very 


— ’ 
Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 


excepted, post free: 
3 Monthe, 1e. d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or F. O. O. a payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiveques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


— —— 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty pee. ), whe shall ha mi AS to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United ig PCE 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLO EROS HALF- 
Howipar” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 


“Yollowing Wednesday morning. 


— — 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
— — 


Mr. Isaacs. What ish thish, Rebecca? 
Ara. Teaacs, A safety lamp, ma tear; I picked up a pargain 
one gion ook os — 1 H it pe a pargain when you 
8 i in ow can 
know der house is insered for twice what Riad worth? 


Pum A (rabid teetotaler). What did Broggins die of ? 
Chaffers. Drink, poor fellow. 
Pumpleigh. Ah! I thought so. There, my friend, you have yct 


another awful example of the fatal effects of alcoho 
Chaffers. Oh! dear no; the fact is somebody gave him a 
teetotal tipple by mistake, aud the beastly stuff killed the poor 


beggur on the spot. 0 


In bygone days my love and I 
Were fond 5 foud aweethearting 3 

And every time we said good-bye, 
*T was O the pain of parting ! 


But now we're wed, my love and I, 
She sets my bosom N 
By craving cash, new hats to buy; 
And O the pain of “ parting ” 
ss 
s 
Joe the Gromier, ESS folks has all the pull in this world. 
. How's that 
bap e Why, 10 can afford to buy tender meat and 
chickens, and ‘ave false teeth to eat with, too; while such as us 
aint got no teeth, and is obliged to have tough meat as well. 
ss 


The Vicar. Isn't your husband somewhat—er—absent-minded, 


Mra. Strutly ! 
Ae. Well, yes he is rather. Why? 


The Vicar. Well, 1 noticed that when he was disturbed in h f 


sleep at collection time he said “Season.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


bag 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 612.—The “ Dick Whittington” Costume. 
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Pon my word, Brown, you 
an cheeky chap!” 


my 


Bob. What an awfully nice, fresn complexion, Miss Carlyon has. 
„ Yes, it's very fresh, she puts it on that 
every day. 


FEN SKATI 


— 


First position. From a very rare print. 


8 e 


(P.S.—Final position is not shown. 
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(Saturday, January 18, 1896. 


. ‘At the Aub. 
Chores of Fale. What, going civeaty, Maqgetss! Stop and 


have a little at N. 
Neg (rearty).. No, thanks ; awfull „ but I shall 
have to play “ Poker with the missus if I'm inte. 


TTostess. Won't come into the drawing-room ? Miss Lueacher 
fe going to sing “In the Chimney Corner.” 

nmusical Sweet. The deuce she is, though ; what an awfully 
rummy position to take up. °° 


Our old the Dail; informs us that “the 
S hunting Lad m ale off very much lately.“ 
Surely, from the number of accidents which have been recorded, 
this should be “attendants.” °° 
Tourna Vere de Verekina, after dark, 
* the — 4 with — A lark : 1 
a spark "—so a spark“ 
iat as ht in London quenched him, 
Hy 1 mony 5 regs 
le tried his games, m soon 
“Put out that spark. One . 
They in the horse-pond drenched him ! 


Bertie (hand . Pwetiy verse, ain't it? 
Ante. Ter bn Wat R 
Bertie. Doesn't mean anything; it's humor wous. Can't you see? 


Awntie (inspecting the new treasure ). Don't you think, dear, 
Long takes much after his father? 
Mrs, Homelait. 1 do indeed; he keeps me up till the small 
nearly every night in the _week. 


1 Ican't understand a fellow like Hapley at all. 
He says he trust his wife anywhere. 

Sinnick. Ah! my dear fellow, that's because you haven't seen 
Mrs. Hapley. 


Prospective Godfather. But 1 thought you'd quite made up 
your mind what to call the baby, whatever it was? 

Happy Father, Er—yes, so we had; but, you see, we never 
reck: upon its being twins, . 


A WOMAN goes to work slowly as n rule, but turn her loose in 
the morning with a pot or two of enamel and a paint brush, and 
we'll lay seven to four on her disfiguring half a houseful of furni- 
ture bedtime. ee 


s 
Self-made Man ( patronizingly). Ah—yes, you're a Harrow boy. 
Ah—well, your ele has turned out some fine fellowa, hasn't it? 
Harrvvian, No, 1 think not; most of the fellows who were 
turned out or “sent,” as we call it, during the time I was at 
Harrow, were sneaksand thieves ; though, to. be sure, I believe they 
got on in the City very well, 35 


Jack, Well, after all's said and done you know you are only a 
weak woman. 

Ilis Fiancée, Just 80, dear; but quite strong enough to throw 
you orer, remember. es 


To a lawyer exceedingly wily, 
A client in gratitude wrote ; 

And commenced with, “ Dear sir, I am highly 
Indebted to you for your note. 


“Five pounds!” yelled the client months after, 
“Five pounds a note! you won't get it! 
„Iwill!“ said the lawyer, with laughter, 
“You owned you were highly in lebted |” 


After the Sermon, 
Visitor, But isn’t your rector rather low? 
Innocent Naticc. Low? ! dear me now, why he be a relation 
of our squoire. 1 


3 But you and Wiggins used to be such great friends, 
n't you 

Buddle, Like brothers, but that was before I sold him my horse, 
you know. °° 

Editor, 1 want a powerful article written on Scotch whisky; I 
suppose Groggles ia the best man to do it? 

5. Well, I don't know; I rather fancy he writes on gin warm 

as a general „„ 


“THERE are various combinations of intellect and feeling to be 
found among the r classes; but the most dangerous 
criminal you can meet with is a man with a soft head and a hard 
heart. Eztract from SLOPER's PHILOSOPHY, post free, 28. 


Smith. Horrible thing that fire last night. 

Drown. Yes, indeed ; but Jones tells me the papers are all in 
error with regard to particulars, He was there, and he declares 
the house didn't burn down as is stated. 

Smith. Eh? What? Oh, no, he is right! It burnt up! 


Snipper. I was thinking of ‘making De Boozer a birthday 
present, and I don't know what to send him. 
Fy al Well, it would be useless to think of sending him anye 
than a dozen, 


— — 


THE UNFEELING FELINES. 

Lear all alone at my window one beautiful, calm summer night; 
the moon was high up in the heavens, and shining uite placid an 
bright. I happened to look down the garden—the walls, in the 
moonbeams, were white—and, right on the top of the nearest, I 
spotted the usual sight—two cats with their backs and their tails 
raised in air to their uttermoet height. One cat (query Tom?) was 
a monster; the other—a she—was a mite. 

The presence of Tabby, I reckon, old Tom's vocal chords did 
excite, for he started off caterwauling, like the “gods” on a 
Satu night. The female was not slow to follow, one yell was 
incu her to join in the concert directly, and then wasn't 

ina 


love to plight. I would not have cared had they pitched in to 
scratch an 


ite. En 
directed most caref'ly their jos ior and I threw them with all of my 
went wide in 


I banged down the window in anger, furious I blew out the light ; 
the two cats went on with their cone, p ing their truo 
troth to plight. I had awful dreams till the morning, I kept 
waking up in a fright. Now all cats can keep caterwauling. I won't 
try to stop them. Good-night! 


* 


— 


Saturday, January 18; 1868.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE LYCEUM. 


— — 


Sano Albert Smith, long ago, as Robinson Crusoe : 


“I'm monarch of all I survey, 
My right there is none to dispute ; 
No poor rates or taxes I 


my, 
Nor take out a licensa 
shoot. 
No bailiffs or brokers I 
dread 
To ay off me or my 
And this hut I built over 
my 
Though of mud, is as 
jolly as bricks, 
They may talk of residing 
With limited means for 
a plea; 
But of a the cheap places 
to live 
ninhabited islands for 
me, 


they read Charl 
ens or C 

Not as far as I can ascer- 
tain. What do boys read 
What does i 


What's the N of bo: H 
6 vs 
No good. rey e mes · 
sers, 
Cruse: Migs ALICE BROOKES, Robinson Crusoe, al- 
though nobody, nowa- 
days, may read it, is still a capital subject for a tomime, and 
with the aid of Horace 5 Barrett produced a 
most charming entertainment which, whatever you do, you must 
not miss seeing. 

There have, in times past, been some w Bobinsons— 
Miss Lydia Thom for instance, and Mies Fannie Leslie; but 
I think little fault can — be found with Miss Alice Brookes, 
who sings and dances excellently well. Miss Grace Lane is a 
delightful Polly Hopkins, a character, by the way, who does not 
appear in Defoe's work—the success of which in a narrative form, 
1 I think, greatly due to the absence of Pollies, except, maybe, 


0 
Miss Susie Vaughan is a gallant and dashing Captain Truman. 

It ia needless to A 
say that Victor 5 . 
Stevens, the 
mous ry Lane 
Sloper, of days 

e by, acquits 
himself well as 
Mrs. Crusoe, and 
has much to say, 
and to the point, 
about the so- Called 
Trilby erase. 

As Man Friday 
Mr. Lauri is first- 
rate, and his busi- 
ness, when dis- 

uised as a mon- 
ter, splendid. 

Fred Storey 
comes out 3 
as Hullabaloo, and 
throws a great 
deal of dramatic 
intensity into the 
character, which 
is very welcome 
in these days of 
under-acting. The 
festivities in hon- 
our of the Indian 


are grand, and the Captain Truman: Polly Hopkins: 
1 1 — Miss 8. Vavenan. Miss Gnas Laxe. 
s n- 


Malle. 
fretta, the King's daughter, must not be passed over, for she acts 
and dances delightfully 

Add to this Mr. Oscar Barrett's most 2 and clever music, 


and Mr. Emden's pretty scenery, and Mme. Lanner's well- 
rehearsed dances, and I think I may promise you a first-rate 


matinée, 

Decidedly the days of pantomime are not numbered, although it 
has got to be the fashion to snenr at the r 

Why is this? I will tell you. It is the clown himself who writes 
* cows, 008 Se ae 5 

y. apa, & manager may see ve comic busi- 
ness 8 his 3 It is very certain harlequinades 
were much funnier and ingenious once upon a time than they are 


now. 
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FROM THE FATHERLAND. 


‘ALLY. SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PILLS 


PRICE gi PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


Se tae he bs th bo tet bas 
22 rae" 


rr 


FOUND GREAT BENEFIT. 


nat ow: 
December 14th, 1895. 
DEAR SIRS—Your Sloper’s Pills are must in- 


taluable, Ihave recommended them tv several people, 


| „ . f 
Hi 


and they have found great benefit from them, | 
Truly yours, i 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES HOT KEEP THEM, SEND © to. 1M STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 
unden & CO., 99 Shoo Lane, Fleet St., London, E. c. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


ially to those who wish to know of a LAD’ 
e, certain, aud speedy remedy for all irre- 
gularities and obstructions, à remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difticult and 
OBSTINATE_ CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
pt ne Aaa of Denmark Hill, Camberwell. 


“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain, 
Half the quantity you cent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprixe.” 

A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s. Gd. (by post, 48. 9d.) is us- 
ually sufficient for any case. 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope, 

Write privately to— 
Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LON DON, 8.W. 


888888 8888888888888 


885 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most effectual on earth. Nothing 


can resist them. 
94d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6, Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, w. 
Or order of any chemist, 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


PASSING THE PLATE. 


stays away from 

ail Er to d twopence into it looks 
ver e is 80 a ; rop two to 

mean Ne shed a whole ahl 3 ord si 
ig last — 1 at our little place—All Souls —young Willough- 

tree Webb found hi 


alt her too mean; he thought over an idea of disappearin 
whilst th 0 — Phat all 


he became convinced that it was quite a 


seconds before the plate reached that pew, he would pull 
out the half-jimmy and hold it between his thumb and forefinger, 
80 that the lovely Misses Doughboyd- Duffs could have a fair look 
at it. He would “palm” the wretched halfpenny, and after making 
8 L red piece, would really clink the brown into 

e offertory 

The last kyinn was given out, and the box started. It approached, 
borne by Mr. Sidesman AN a converted tea - grocer. As 
this worthy extended it, on a level with the upheld hymn books, 
Willoughtree Webb held out his right hand. There was a merry 
clink, whereat W. Webb smiled. 

The next instant W. Webb started as though he'd trodden bare- 
footed on a tack! The Mixees Doughboyd-Dutfs all observed it. 
W. Webb gasped, and, turning round, glared at the sidesman with 
bs ee tone ft the half. ji 111 

od drop n jimmy 

His — look . r. Sidesman Whoo 
K So, 8 . De ss es 

over! . ith a most apo 0 came 
and once again held out the contribution plate. 

What did W. Webb do? 

What could he do? 

What would you—with the sidesman and the three lovely 
girls all looking at you—have done? 

Why precisely what W. Webb did. 

He dashed in his only remaining coin—the halfpenny—with a 


ker's ey: 


lofty air, and 
Poor fellow! Went lunchless all the blessed week ! 
—— —ñ—— 
NOT HE. 


GEORGE WASHINGTON may have been a very decent hand at 
eutting down cherry trees, and fully deserves his halo for undiluted 
veracity, but he'd have made a precious poor show at an Angling 
Association meeting, and couldn't have written an article upon 
“Tarpon Fishing” to save his life. 


RAVENSRUE, 


— 


CHAPTER IIL. 


Ix a room of one of the towers of Ravensrue Keep sat the 
stranger who had arrived so dramatically at the Castle a week 
before, The weather had /, 
cleared up, and the scene 75 
from the tiny window 
which lit the apartment 
was much brighter than 
when our story opened. 
Even the stranger, who 
had given the name of 
Alanwick, looked brighter 
and more youthful than 
on his first appearence. 

He had washed himself ; 
and what before had been 
towsy, had been combo. 
He looked around the 
room with a satisfied ex- 
pression, and as the various 
pieces of mystic apparatus 
met his eye, he smiled a 
smile of smug satisfaction. 

“T've fetched him! 
knew l would fetch him 
if 1 got a fair chance. He's 
not a bad chap, Ravensrue, 
and deserves all the luck 
In bring him, but he’s like 
all the rest of the folks in 
these idiotic days. l'd not 
have had a look-in with 
him if I'd come in an 
ordinary business way and 
made proposals, I'd have re fetched him.” 
been chucked out os a 
base mechanic. Nothing beats the high, old, crusted alchemist 
racket, and don't you forget it. Ha, here he comes! We 
your lordship, to the humble cell of a student of nature's ways!” 

“ Gadzooka, Alanwick ; you have a wondrous evil-smelling 
air in the apartment, methinks!” 

“T'faith, 1 doubt not it smells so to some nostrils ; but experi- 
ments cannot be made without some such trouble.” 

„An, have ye made any progress in your researches?” 

“A little, my lord, a little; but none so complete as to warrant 
us calling it a success,” 

“ But are you sure that success will come?” 

“As sure as it is possible to be sure of anything in this poor 
world of ours,” said the alchemist. “ Look at that crucible, it looks 
like useless droas that lies at the bottom, but it ix the basis of gold.” 

“Tis well, our compact is a fair one. You have the skill, I find 

the means; but | fain 
would be sure that suc- 
cess will come.“ 

“There is not the 
slightest ieee. You 
may make ever 
arrangement for Mods 6 
ing a fortune with 


certainty. 

“But that fortune is 
not to hand,” said 
Ravensrue, “and there 
is a trifling difficulty 
in reference to ready 
cash.” 

“Bluff it, my lord; 
bluff it. There are none 
80 poor as those who 
admit they are 


poor. 

“That is so; but it 
happens that Long- 
champ caous she 
extent of my poverty 
and it is be that 1 
fain would convince 
that I shall yet be 
rich.“ 


„Tell him that in 
six weeks you'll be able 
to buy, him out of his 


“He will say it is 
diablerie.“ 8 

“You will convince him it is not when he sees the cash. 

“I must try, at all events,” said Ravensrue, as he left the 
alchemist's cell. 

He must try!“ said Alan wick. with a shrug and a laugh, as the 
master of Ravensrue left the apartment. Ay, marry come up, he 
must try to convince a frowsy, rusted-up old entity that he is quite 
out of date. I doubt if he will succeed. Anyhow, it won't be so 
difficult with the lady Edwina. She at least will see the benefit of 
lots of cash rather than starving in an old barn of a place like this, 
or in her father’s rheumatic hall. Ha, ha! good vilskin, are 
you there?” Sane 

“Tam here, thou cup of wickedness,” said the saucy page, as he 
peered inquisitively round the door of the room. ‘ 

“ And a goodly presence it is,” said Alanwick, “a dainty morsel 
thou'd be for a re- 
spectable demon to 
hid with, Come 

in * 


“That will I not, 
sorcerer; I have 
no taste to be a bas od 
to the devil, who 
seems to have been 
here anon, for your 
den smells mos‘ 
woundedly of sul- 
phur.” 

“Come in, my dainty 
rascal; come in and 
get used to it. It 
may stand you in good 
4 n for 
aught you know.“ 

3 thee! I'll 
stab thee to the death ! 


continued, as a glare 


“A wondrous evil-amelling air.” 


rom 
and he started back 
from the doorway in 
the most abject state of 
terror, and was speedily 
heard 2 down 
the stairs as hard as 
— legs could carry 


(To be continued.) 


B eo 


— 2 


FAUNFUL 


| DENTISTRY. N 


„ 


The Judge. And what has 
acc t 


assed 
2 tween you and the accused 
„Lea, I love wedding-eake almost as much ns 1 


be- 
Please tell 
crossing the Channel, 
| 555 4 0 nel. The effects are precisely 


“My new maid has given me notice, 
She says she couldn't think of stopping 

me. 

O'Grady. A few bricks, yer honour— “ Share, sir?” “Shave, sir—no / 

Z oulyu few bricks, * 

„i Sloper will be delighted to receive 

photographs from those of her © hated whose 

portraits have not yet been inserted, 


anywhere where her mistress wore the 
Hair cut!” same dress twice.“ Extract from Hon. 
“Yessir; which one?” 
MY MARY ANN. 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


Patricia's letter. 
(By Her ‘“Follerer.”) 


> 


(1) * gd Mary Ann's a korf-drop, an’ no (2) “ Stan's on the dignity of ‘er persishun, (3) “ Her only drorback is a way she has 
error! You just see er in er Sunday too, she do. Won't ‘ave no missuses a-comin of bein’ ‘nuts’ on the marster, if e ‘appens 
oe She wants some stoppin’, 1 tell in „ ‘specially at lunch-time, she 

yer won't 


to be young an' good-lookin’, But, 
nobody ain t perfeck |” 


A WEIGHTY SUBJECT. 


ere | 
THE DESIRE OF THE NOSE. 
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No. 426.—Miss UU n IA WINSLADE, 
“There walks the earth no fairer maid than she.” 


—The Dook Snook, 
“Oh! that I could but hope some day to gain her!“ 


Lord Bob, es ens 
“ Fair queen of beauty, let me know my fate.” A companion work to “The Desire of the Eyes,” He, Major Podger tells me he only dances to bring down his weight. 
—The Hon, Billy. by Grant A—. She, Yes; he brought it down on my toes in the last waltz, 

THE ELDER IS INTERVIEWED. 


red for the Editor, and when that (2) And when Saturday morn arrived he eagerly took up tho 
3 4 ee Elder, what is the mainspring of your life?” paper and read therein,“ Strange as it may seem, the notorious 
the Elder, with a look of supreme goodness, merely pointed to the _—ruftian has a face that appears almost human.” And then the 
Shorter which neatled on his knee. Elder sailed forth to interview the Editor. 
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: N . 25 
— 2 me . pion faa) 
{ be 
| e oy 
Ben 


— 
1 

the 
Ton, 


A Medea Virago: 


AT of. we 


W 


Folkd Feed. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Well, my trusty band of followers, and how do you all find yourselves by now? Things are excitement great and heen, The English lick the Welsh fifteen:—A isky hi 
got ting fairly lively all round now, aren't they? Aad the bursting of the storm looks as if it can’t That's ewe with danger to be . :—They wade humorous die ag Avion res AA oral 


a . be very far off. But you want relief from all these sinister rumours ; step this way, pease, and VIL vent their way:—As Rarrett bows, a welcome rear Extends from gal ery tu floor :—A very kindly 
show you romething worth looking at :—7he man who Jaila of course offends, And where are now diet indeed, And how ed f ail enjoyed their feed.—That's the lot. The man who isn't satistied can 
the Duri ur friends ?—A shrew who is, I'm glad tu say, bor weeks to come put safeaway:—Amed lau ve his money returned at the doors, Ta, ta!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 

i. THE TWO EXTREMES. 
TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. 
— No. 14.—HrEr CaB ro THE THEATRE. J ° 
e (. 
5 yy! ii uoses 
° . * in ya 
75 0 „ 
7 
2 
ace 
A . 
e 
E 
4 
ot XNA 
— x 5 
(1) Scotch cold. (2) Irish hot. 
PIT. vI A TRIFLE AWKWARD, 
! 
| 

8 | 

| 

wi’ 


; 8 1 “What yer putting yer umbrella uncer yer coat 
| g Bertie. But, my dear, there's no harm in a kiss. A riot? Certainly not! They're only trying to get for?” “Bobson’s coming.” “Well, he wouldn't 
, Tootsie. No. Well, but then, where's the fun? good seats at the Panto, steal it!" “No, but he'd recognise iti” 


— 


— 


22 
ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


Poor old John Bull! the foreign competition is reall t 
too much for him. Frozen mation | is no 5 it 1 an 
affected the English 


hitherto to detect 
“New Zealand,” and 
— 3 those Bo 
ns u ime 
Scote Welsh and 
Southdown, But a new 
process has been dis- 
covered—a process by 
which frozen meat can 
be thawed in such a 
way that detection 
from the home-grown 
ertiole is 3 
even by experts. 4. 
honest butchers will 
not be slow to take 
advan of this, 
therefore, $e con- 
sumera, beware! 
s 

THE recent 3 
concert of that well - 
known body of cross- 
country letes, the 


of audience and singers. „ 


Ir would be very difficult to beat The Glasgow Theatrical 
Ananal for 1895, just published by J. M. Hamilton at 62 Bothwell 
Circus, Glasgow. It is worth a more than the sixpence 


charged for it. In addition to articles and ures dealing with 
the theatrical life of the city of Glasgow during 1895, prominence 
amateur en ments of the past 


has been prea to the chief 
year ; while a special section has been devoted to the pantomimes 
now running in Glasgow. A. SLOPER 2 recommends his 
friends to have six penn orth; he feels it will do them . Some 
of the girls in the book have quite unnerved the PF. O. M., they 
really are so toothsome. 0 
One of the Best is not quite the ha 
have been thought of for the latest 
as a certain in- 
dividual, not alto- 
ther unknown in 
jiterary circles, once 
remarked, “ What's 
in a name?” The 
title, however, may 
certainly with truth 
be applied to the 
merits of the 
which is undoubtedly 
one of the best of its 
kind we have scen 
for avery long time. 
Full—ae all Adelphi 
plays must be—of 
stirring and dramatic 
situations, it is la- 
vishly moun’ and 
William ‘ 


title that might 
Iphi production ; but 


ves Mr. 


Mr. Abin i 
Mr, Harry Nicholls, 


performers, ample 

opportunity for 

a satisfactory display of their respective well-known talents. 
s 


To those who have not yet paid a visit to Acton Phillips and 
Son's New Lyric Opera SS and enjo ed Frank 
Butler's pantomime of A in, produced J. M. East, A. 
bbb 

atta, he there, an would go.” 
spread over a couple of luxuriant stalis, kindly lent on this — 

on bx the genial pro the Eminent enjoyed himself much. 
With Eunice Vance as Aladdin, 1 3 as Princess Bad- 
roulbadour, with Rose Moncrieff, Blake A . — Poplar and 
Alf Webb, what more do you want? A good all- round company, 
music, scenery and dresses? Well, there you have em! The new 
theatre in structure and credit to A. SLOPER's 
friend, Frank Hatcham, “architect, and man.”—( DICKENS.) 


s 

Fancy Dress Balla, both public and a to be 
awfully popular just pol There's really a Brace foe paged got out 
i cee tee tiie cree 


2 
THE Tottering Edifice has this 
day been pleased to confer the 
Award of Merit” GEORGE 
COC! 


that 
rattli hand at wielding 
an old — and, as the 
cricketing reporters say, Alec “rotired hurt. 
ss 
s 


who is now drawing a curious and 
Aq is 


uarium, _— more — a 

man ostrich ; he isa positive marvel. The man who can g Ww 

trond Gane aad be ansehen 

3p tummy, "As Jenny Hill used to warble, “ He does it, but it 
takes a bit of doing. 


E Chevalier Cliquot, 
Bn) public to the Royal 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING JANUARY 25TH, 1896, 
— — 
19th January, 1812 Robert Bruce this day plundered and 
destroyed the town of Perth. Pl 


20th Jan 1887.—On this day is re 
Mr. Samuel Nerd recently exhibited as the 


rted the death of 
man in the 


veyed ona flat. The sashes had to be 
and nearly twenty men were employed to get the coftin through 
the window on to the flat. 


2ist January, 1750.—Thomas Lord Erskine, who was born 
on this day, once stopped at an inn; on the window of the prin- 
cipal room several inscriptions were scratched. One of these, 
written by a great attorney named Terry, announced that on such 
aday Mr. Terry had arrived there frum Tenterden. Under this 
Erskine wrote these four lines : 


“ What can it matter how or when 


Terry arrives from Tenterden ; 

For when he's crossed the Stygian ferry, 

Who'll ever ask what's come of Terry! 

22nd January, 1886.—At Westminster Police-court this 

day, G Morbie, "thirteen, was brought from the workhouse, 
on charged with sleeping in the open air without visible 
means of su . On the morning of the 15th inst. the boy 
3 by a policeman on a piece of waste ground at the rear of 


Prison, his bed aay vag of three old hampers and a 
e e eaves. There was a dog in one of the baskets, and the 
had about him some wood, mater, le one spoon, a 
teacup, a hymn-book, etc. He stated t he had camped out in 
the same spot for seven consecutive nights. In the daytime n 
person gave him broken food, otherwise he would have had 
nothing to eat.—Mr. Partridge said that two persons had written 
about the boy's dog, and offered to give it a good home, and 
handed the correspondence to the ofticer, and alxo a sum of five 
shillings sent by a lady for the boy.—Mr. Russell said this would 
be a plied as pocket-moncy if the lad was admitted to a home.— 
In the waiting-room of the court Morbie said he had been very 
well treated in the workhouse, but he had never had enough to eat. 
He felt hungry all day.—A tleman who heard this paid fora 
substantial dinner for him he went back to the workhouse. 


23rd January, 1571.—Queen Elizabeth this day “ dedicated 
- Royal Exchange, then called Lritain'’s Burse, by sound of 
rumpet.” 


24th January, 1838.—John Reeve, the celebrated low 
comedian, died this day. * 7 


26th January, 1504—By a statute of this day it was 
enacted that “no man shall shoot with a long bow without the 
King’s license, unless he be a lord or have two hundred mark land.” 


ee 


UNDER DIFFERENT CONDITIONS. 


THE dashing swain in his vapid brain 
Such self-esteem doth harbour, 
That he'll cheerfully travel a mile or twain 
To be shaved by a female barber. 
For he loves to pee ‘neath her touch so light, 
As a captivating and charming wight! 


But, if e’er that youth by an aching tooth 
Should be driven to direful throes, 

Then, to get it extracted, he ne er, forsooth, 
To the feminine dentist goes. 

For he feels that, under Aer fingers fine, 

As a fair fuscinator he'll fail to shine: 


———— 


MARRIED MEN VERSUS SINGLE. 
A Few Hints APPROPRIATE TO LEAP YEAR, 


Instance One.—When William Edison Jones was one-and-twenty, 
he, being single, started in to invent something which would make 
him name and fame. He contrived a wonderful aerial flying 
machine. In January, 1895, he led Minnie Hank Timmins to the 
altar. Last week, Bill E. Jones was kindling the morning fires 
with the wooden s of the aerial machine, whilst the rest of 
it, fitted with a pair of chea 83 makes a ripping good cradle 
for the twins (boys, Jan. 8rd, 1896, doing well). 

Instance Two--On Hunt vee day at Ascot, June, 1898, a gipsy 
fortune-teller told John Wilmington aver that he should note 
carefully the doings of a blonde girl with blue eyes. To-day— 
January 13, 1896—this repels ange tallies accurately with young 
Mra. J. W. Jupp; and it's only because John hasn't heeded the 
gipey’s warning to “note carefully ” the blonde girl’s doings, that 

e SP gang = 2 r a can pages 11 . 700 * comers 
t night, an e pearance of w will force him to 
Valk all the way to the City. . 

Instance Three—Walter Remington Todd, who was at Ascot 
with J. W. Jupp (above), also had five bob's worth of advice, same 
gipsy. He told her he was a comic writer. was madly in love with 
a 1 dapaaigpers he'd seen in Holborn, but his finances were too low 
to think about it. “What the purse won't buy, the heart must 


borrow,” said the . Well, now, W. R. Todd is doin nine 
farang y with the 


eee chee | for away Aa Haig iad an whilst 2 
who's been interviewed, says 8 ught he referred toa 
cat net a bally 9 ay orga machine ! 
Instance Four.—Oh, si ou've had enough. Pause and 
consider, young people—pause consider, ere it is too late! 
— —ñ—ũ—— 
SCATHING. 


„An' allow me to tell ye, now I'm spakin’ me moind, that ye're 
no gintloman, nor your woife noither.” 


(Saturday, January 18, 1896, 
ANOTHER USE FOR THE GLOBES. 


(2) “Kr—Willie, dear, tell your ma me old friend Limekiln has 
called on important business, and—er—you can go and fly your 
new kite fur an hour or so.” 


1 
(3) Two minutes later. —“ Ha, ha! give it a name, old coc re 
it a name! Johnny Walker, Jimmy Jamieson, White Fe 
the word. We don't give jography lessons for nuthin, you bet.” 


— —-— 


THE two little tatterdemalion youths onect 
HE two little lemalion youths—one of them a purveyor ot 
Football Editions —paused in their shuffling walk 5 — e the 
blaze of electric light that came from a big jeweller's shop window. 
Within, rows upon rows of brilliants and pearls lay upon a velvet 
aaa with, a Lg centre, the 5 bust . 4 
emale wearing ten times more sparklers many a poor ballet 
girl = boast of 11 gcd 7 . ‘ 1 9 

“How ud ye like a few o these here for a Noo Year's box, 
Jimmie?” asked the least dirty of the two. = 

ae you an for my 1 as Arry,“ replied Jim, “I'd 
rather ‘ave a ‘ot sav a ” pease- than 
whole bloomin’ Ehen f e . * 

eee =. 

“Oh, no I ain't, as I'll show yer. ou wants to wear di’ 
you has, to start with, to wear swell clothes ; to wear swell clothes 
you're o 9 282 to wash erself at least once a day, and 

By golly, you're right, Jimmy,” cried Henry, with an un- 
disguised shudder ; do, you've made me feel cold 


“come alo 
all over!” 5 


ro 65 . 

'T was at the Covent Garden and the cheery young stock- 
jobber had been squandering quite a little fortune 1 his pretty, 
durk · eyed ner; for w. with the price of supper and the 
bottles “ in between,” and cther little etceteras, you can get rid of 
C117. ctavery sec acer te 

ree or four o cloc e m 

had begun to feel that he d had about en cf for 1 
Of course, it wasn’t the wine; oh, dear no! he'd hardly touched a 
drop all the evening, and Jimmy came to the conclusion that it 
must have been something in the salad that made him feel so con- 
joey queer and sleepy. 

But this state of things was far from being the case with his fair 
and sprightly partner; though she'd put away, at a rough esti- 
mate, just about three times as much as Jimmy, she was still as 
lively as a Southend tripper, or a bit of over-ripe Stilton. She 
rallied him gaily upon his loss of spirits, and then alarmed, perha 
at the affectionate demonstration by which he sought to refute the 
chars, calmly pro that they should have another bottle. 

But Jimmy wasn't taking any more. Hang it all, my dear,” he 
exclaimed, you've had enough for ay er surely? and, well— 
er—the fact is, it won t run to auother bottle. 

„Oh, that's all right,” said the maiden gaily ; “don't worry 
yourself about ber me. oe: to - of — 
corner there, my old man is the ter in charge of them, and he's 
PP 

ng e me home, but we ven 8 
ier ee we 
ut Jimmy didn’t even wait to perform this ordi little act 
of attention. He fled. ont 


Gaturday, danuary 18, 1866.) 


THIS COMES FROM CHEF-FIELD. 
hostesses to make write 
[One of the latest fade in Soctety is for t . guests 
In Society now there's 
another new terror 
Awaiting each guest at 
a dinner or “ rout,” 
‘Tis fraught with much 
trouble indeed (“and 


no error, 

As ‘Arry would aay, 

n some 
t 


It appears that this new 
orm of torture en- 


ac 
(Whatever your sta- 
tion, w ver your 
looks), 

You cannot go free 
till your hostess ex- 


acteth 
8 Some special “ receipt“ 
— for her cookery 


ks, 


An album most grand, 
She now keeps on hand, 
For recipes gained for her cookery books. 


— omeeeeemeen al 


A THANKLESS INTERFERENCE. 
THE old gentleman certainly did look shockingly queer. The 
very moment that young Alfred William Griddlebid set foot in 
he compartment his fellow passenger's extreme pallor and general 
air of shakiness attracted his attention. He was a nice, smartly- 
dressed, well-groomed old fellow, but there was a wild look in his 
eve, a certain something in his weary face that chained Alfred 
William's attention in spite of himself. and compelled him to keep 
an almost fase’ gaze upon his companion, 
For some time the old gentleman appeared to be unaware of the 
attention he was exciting, but the continued scrutiny at last 
appeared to have its effect, and he looked up sharply. 
“May I inquire, sir,” he said, irritably, “the reason of the 

emi bie interest my appearance seeme to have for ou?” 

Poor Griddlebid, Thus abruptly brought to book he felt not a 
ttle confusion, He blushed right up to the roots of his hair, 
ent hot all over, started, stammered, and muttering something in 
semi-apologetic tone, forced his eyes from the contemplations of 
his companion, and endeavoured to a as though the view 
om the far bing window was one of all enthralling interest. 
But do what he would he could not prevent himself from steal - 
ing, every now und then, a furtive glance at his fellow passenger. 


Once or twice the old gentleman looked up and caught him in the 
t, and though he said nothing he was evideutly fast working 
mself up into a condition of rg anger. 
But it was not long before Alfred William had reason to con- 
ulate himself upon the presentiment which had caused him to 
h his com so narrowly. Selecting, ap tly, a 
moment when William looked to be thoroughly abzor 
n the flying scenery, the old fellow took from his waiscoat ket 
tiny paper = opened it quickly, gazed for one brief instant 
the sparkling white 8 it contained, and then bent quickly 
forward as though to lick it up. 
But Alfred William was too quick for him. In à moment he had 
dashed the fatal packet from the hand of the would-be suicide, and 
th 1 drug scattered harmlessly u the floor. 

t five minutes later, when Alfred William recovered 
somewhat from the earthquake shock which had suddenly assailed 
him after his interference, he found himself upon the floor, with 
the old boy standing victoriously over him. 

“The next time, yo fellow,” eaid the old chap, calmly, as he 

the gore from Griddlebid's nasal organ from his shirt cuff, 

es next time you feel disposed to prevent anyone taking an 

e powder, just make sure, for your own sake, he can’t use 

his dukes. And as the vanquished Alfred William sheepixhly 

arose and wiped the blood and dust from his person he swore an 
inward swear that he most certainly would, 


— —-— 
THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued. ) 


No. 6.—SHAVING-BRUSH, RAZOR, STROP AND SoaP, LEFT A8 A 
TO ONE OF SLOPER'S ANCESTOKS BY WILLIAM RUFUs, 


Never have there Relics been out of the sion of the Sloper 
family, from the time the ruddy monarch left them in his will for 
the sole use and benefit of Baron Konkorlle de Sloper to the 
| ab ae day, except for a brief period, when Bloody Mary, shortly 
ore her . them of Sir Pslossher Sloper for use in 
the torture chamber (cide “Fox's Martyrs”) where they were dis- 
covered by Elizabeth. It is said the Virgin Queen was so incensed 
wih Sir‘Palossher, who had, on her 3 the throne, declared 
himeelf a true Protestant, that she sent for him and commanded 
the Court barber to give the Courtier Knight an easy shave with 
them, which operation was performed in her presence before they 
were returned to him. Macauley tells us that Sir Pslossher never 
recovered the shock, but died a broken-hearted and excoriated 
man: It will be remembered that when the great shaving com. 
petition took place at the Westminster Aquarium A. SLOPER was 
most unjustly barred from competing, „ he presented 
himself armed with these historic materi 
(To be cuntinued.) 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX, 


— 
9 CHICHESTER PLACE, January loch, 1896. 

My Dear ALLy,—I beg to acknowledge receipt of the “ Award,” 

very sincere thanks for same. I must 


and also to tender = 
jaform you that I consider myself greatly honoured by having the 
„Award“ conferred upon me, and I trust that your excellent 
a will for ever meet with the great success which it has so 
deservedly attained. Wishing you a very Prosperous and Happy 
New Year,—Believe me, very sincerely yours, 
Frep LeEicutox, F. O. S. 
(*SuorEn's Latest Friend.) 
— — 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
( Continued.) 
I PROPOSE. 


Ir is all over, dear Diary. My heart is broken, my life is 
wrecked, my trust in woman and human nature shattered for ever 
and oe is left for me but to enter a monastery, or put an end 
to a miserable and blighted career. 

But I will tell you all about it. I will conceal nothing of the 
events of this fatal day. To you, dear Diary, I have committed 
my inmost thoughts; you have been my confidant, my friend, 
from the earliest dawn of my mistaken love—the first aweet 
awakening of an ardent, but 2 misplaced affection ; and 
in your passively sympathetic pages 1 feel it will be a relief to pour 
out the story of my wrongs. 

I really looked extremely nice this morning when I had finally 
completed my toilette for the momentous interview with Blanche. 

The fancy waistcoat was most becoming, and although I still 
had my doubts about the suitability of the light green tie, it 
seemed somehow to lend a certain air of melancholy interest to my 
appearance, which | felt should not be without its effect. 

| coufess, dear Diary, that my hand shook a little and my heart 
beat somewhat more quickly than usual, as I turned the handle of 
the r door at the appointed time, and entered to tind 
Blanche calmly awaiting me. 

She looked extremely N Base, heartless, cruel, and deceit- 
ful as she has proved herself, I cannot deny that she possesses the 
fatal gift of beauty. Alas! how oft doth a fiar exterior shelter a 
worthless soul. 

She rose and nodded to me as I came in. “Good morning,” she 
said, calmly, and l almost fancied I detected a suspicion of a smile 
hovering about her face as she regarded my appearance. “Good 
morning; you want to speak to me, I understand. Private and 
important business,’” she added, quoting from my note; well, 
what is it all about!“ 

„It it's about you,” I said, boldly. “The fact is I, that is 
Aunt Keziah, thinks that, or, rather, I should say we—er—” 

“Go on,” she said with a smile, . you're very lucid up to now.“ 

Her interruption annoyed me. Aba matter of fact, I was trying 

rd to remember the commencement of a very charming little 
speech I had carefully rehearsed the night before. I was letter 
perfect when 1 came into the room, but for the life of me 1 couldn't 
recollect a word. I stammered, and grew red, and stood looking 
at her hopelessly. 

She drew a little watch from her pocket. “I can't spare you 
very much longer,“ she said; “I've an important engagement 
soon, and you only asked for a quarter-of-an-hour, you know.” 

This made me desperate. “ Miss Fairleigh—Blanche,” I cried, 
don't speak to ine like that ; you know--you must guess what 1 
want to ask you?” . 

“To come to another music-hall?” she said, flippantly. 

“Don't, please, allude to that distressing subject,” I said, with 
dignity. ‘“ You kuow what I mean, 1 want to know if you will 
nmrry me?” 

For one moment Blanche stood regarding me in silence; then 
she threw herself into a chair, aud laughed—laughed until the tears 
ran down her face. 

Oh. Septimus, don't!“ she gasped, at length i “ you'll kill me, 
you really will; marry you! oh, it’s too funny!" and once more 
she went off intoa of merriment. 

And may I ask,” I inquired, with what I trust, dear Diary, was 
an air of dignified calm, * may I ask if you have any reasons for 
refusing me?” 

Reasons? Oh, dozens,” she responded ; but there's one very 
important one, which makes it unnecessary to state the others.“ 

And that is?” 1 queried. 

“That I am engaged already.” 

“ENGAGED!” I shrieked. ‘“ Who—what—to whom?” 

Her answer fell upon me like a thunderbolt. 

“ Your friend, Mr. Charlie Wilkinson,” she said. 

(Zo be continued neat week.) 


— — 


THE HOSTESS AND THE HOST. 
WHEN with some generous friend we dine, 
We find the viands wondrous fine. 

And, drinking, deem that daintier wine 
Ne’er graced a royal toast. 
We rank the guests whom there we meet 
As courtly gents and ladies sweet ; 
But ill, with one accord, we treat 
The Hostess and the Host! 


When chivalry and beauty bright 
Within tne drawing-room unit 
What theme of conversation light 

Employs our talents most? 
Each whispering friend to whispering friend 
Drops vague remarks, which broadly teud 
Jo criticise or vilipend 

The Hostess and the Host! 


A myriad men and dames I've met, 
Around the festive tables set 
Of virtuous citizens ; and yet 
I fear I cannot boast 
That e’er I've chanced a guest to find 
Who, having richly dined and wined, 
Would leave unslandered, unmaligued, 
The Hostess and the Host! 


AT THE END OF THE HONEYMOON. 

Young Wife (reading). What is the meaning of the phrase, “to 
hug a delusion,” Charlie? 

Charlie (also reading). Why, cuddling a girl who is all made 
up—dyed hair, pencilfed eyebrows, powdered face, and padded 
figure. Jon know, dear. 5 

Young Wife. Beast! brute! Oh! why did 1 ever leave my dear 
mother 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

„Back Wages. — The stipend of a coal-carrier. 

“Two souls with but a aie thought.“ — The confirmed old 
bachelor and the confirmed old maid. ; 

LATIN Mem.— The Laus of the Land.“ —“ Our noble England's 
praise.“ (Macaulay.) 8 

Inisk Rail-ways: Bad cess to yes!! Bad sheran to yez! 
and “ Divil floy away wid vez!” N 

Wur is the letter R like the rent of an impecunious house - 
holder ?—It’s a good deal in arrœar. i 8 8 

“Has Ancieut and Modern.“ —Chivalrous kniglits: Piccadilly 
mashers. 8 

WISE and Otherwise: Y Y Muy v. 8 . 

THE Poet Laureate 's verses, however interesting, are decidedly 
e · Austin’, 


THE RESULT OF A SMACK. 


— 


I CAN assure you this is not an age for picking and choosing 
8 simply shut your eyes aaa open your mouth, and take 


sends you—in the 
shape ofa husband. 
ndeed, you ma 
consider yourself 
lucky if you don't 
have to remain 
with your mouth 
widely ajar until 
jaw-fixture 


venea, 
in it after all. 
Now, though I'm 
as well - regulated 
and modest a girl 
as you'd tind in a 
march, yet I 
conceal neither 
from you nor 
myself the fact that 
my sole aim in life 


is Se greed the 
word “ husbend.” \ 
Show me anything W. 
in the shape of a 
possible husband 
and I'm on him 
like u thousand of 
bricks! This may 


Forgot my gentle girlhood. 


And I'm not u bad. looking girl either. A fair figure and a 


pleasing face enable me to carry my nine-and-twent v years juuntily. 
And no make-up, ! there is is genuine. 
And what a wife I should make! 80 tar as man is concerned, I 


am utterly ignorant of the word fear. There isn't a man breathing 
from nineteen to ninety, that I wouldn't undertake to thoroughly 
train and break-in within a twelvemonth. But, alas! as the 

book “ First catch your ha 


— the mean paged wretch 
ly threw me over in the most 
impertinent fashion. So intense was my annoyance—(the miser- 
Skt souk had been so artful that I had . presents 
nora 23 of writing to make a breach 0 
promise of it) —that 1 so far forgot my 
tle girlhood as to smack his face. Per- 
aps the blow was a trifle harder than I 
intended; but that I 
dislocated his maxil- 
lary something or 
other (as he bribed a 
doctor to declare) I 
firmly deny. Indeed, 
I was very glad when 
my dear mother sug- 
we should 
leave the neighbour- 
ood, as people began 
to talk so about the 
affair. So we directed 
our steps Peckham 
Ryewards, and 
here I became ac- 
uainted with Mr, 
rimpitt. 

Mr. Crimpitt is a 
bald-headed, sandy- 
looking little man 
of forty-seven, with 
weak eyes and a good 
connection. In fact, 
he owns three large 
2 But a more 
1 coved imperea. timid or sensitive 

acon man, I am firmly 
persuaded, never drew breath—or substantial dividends. 

Now, I frankly admit that I angled for Peter Mr. Crimpitt— 
with all the science I knew. When a girl's turned twenty-five she 
must p N the game for all she's worth, or leave it alone. There. 
fore, for his sweet sake, I curbed my natural impetuosity of temper 
and took to roaring as tly as some sucking dove. I cooed, and 
simpered, and sighed. I became mildly indignant when the “ fast- 
ness of modern young ladies was broached, or when the subject 
of the “New Woman’ up. In short—though it took 
years, mind you !—I so won him by my maidenly 1 that 
a proposal me a mere question of time. But he was 4% flow. 
So horribly slow and nervous. My! how I longed to shake him! 

And three weeks last Friday he made his customary evening 


call—but not alone. 

“ Miss Proppem,” he murmured, diffidently, “I think you really 
ought to become acquainted with my family in view of our—of 
our possible relationship, therefore, | have ventured to bring my 
nephew Robert. Permit me to introduce him.” And bashfully 

sing my eyes, 1 encountered Bobby logson’s astonished gaze ! 

“Oh, lor! 
mumbled 
little viper in 
amazement. “Is 
this your divin- 
ity, uncle? Your 
pearl of meek- 
ness and amia- 
bility? Why, 
she's the terma- 
gant that broke 
my jaw!" And 
in either real or 
affected terrorhe 
fled from the 
room. His uncle 
gave a deep gasp 
and followe 


m. 

And the next 
morning brought 
this letter: 
“Dean MapaM 
—You will, of 
course, under- 
stand that our 
account is closed, 
Though there is 
a vacancy in my 
establishment “Is this your diviulty. nucle?” 
for a tender, 
afleetionate wife. yet I am not in immediate want of a female 
Samson. Should 1 at any time require one il will at once com- 
municate with you.—Obediently yours, PETER JAMES CRIMPITT.” 

T.. I have arranged for special police protection for myself.” 
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THE F. OS.“ PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


* 2 U N 
No. 412.— Mn. Frank Bricut, F. O. S. 


“ Although not, perhaps, quite so well-known to 
the — body of the public as the majority of 
those fortunate beings who find a place in this 
famous gallery, our hero is, nevertheless, thoroughly 
deserving of the distinguished honour, Unfortu- 
nately the overwhelming modesty which is ever a 
marked trait in the characters of the truly great 

proved an unsurmountable obstacle against our 
gathering those full and particular details of his 
career, which we feel sure would be of such great 
interest to our renders; in fact, he will allow us to 
publish none. Suftice it, then, that he is the 
author of that world famous ditty, ‘The Notorious 
Mr, * 5 for which reason he was created 
F. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 


to him October 5th, 1895."—Debrett Improved, 


“Bill, Go er the Boers?” “Blowed if 1 know! 
Sorter Black Dutchmen, ain't they ?“ 


GIRLS SNOOK’S HAD ROWS WITH. 
The Dook took this girl's sealskin out of pawn, 
and bought her a new make-up box; but she 
chucked him for an oofy Johnnie without a qualm. 
It was really beastly rough on Snooky. 


AN ’AUGHTY PART. v. 
“Goodness! Master Charles, what are you doin 
up there? “Hush! I'm studying a feather-brained 
lover in the panto—and the book says A' dresser, 


loltily.““ 


„„ —— —— — — —— - . —— 2 ——— — — elt 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 


No. 6—Miss GINETTA MARGARINE SLOPER. 


Miss Ginetta Mar- 
garine Sloper is one 
of twins ; her brother, 
Master Boulanger 
Shakebacon, bein x 
the other, Ax duo tu 
the sex we present 
her first ; as our lively 
wighbours say, as 
also did A. SLOPER 
when Mrs, Sloper 
gave him fried fich 
for supper three 


pvenin, running : coin’ to ry 
1 Pl I eel 1 ’ wosn't he, Bit : 
damn!” Her first Second Cadger. Yus! He wos 
portrait was taken 


goin’ to give me in charge 
when she was three 
months, and being VZ 0 
such u remarkably 
fine child, it was sent, 
along with that of her 
twin ebrother, to a 
sdf do of infants 
vod by Mrs. S., who 
is a most economical 
housekeeper. For |. 
some months tho 
family postive 
lived on Bunkley’s 
Babies’ Food, sup- 
lied by the proud, 
put deluded, pur- 
yevor; but three 
months later — the 
supply running short 
—a second pair of 
photos was forwarded 
to him, but the por- 
trait not , being a 
happy one (the poor 
child, it was after- 
wards found, had 
been sitting ona pin - 
while under the 
camers) the worthy 
tradesman dried up. 
At eight months it 
was A. SLOPER him- 
self who discovered 
that she had cut her 
first 33 ay 
wound was promptly 
cauterised and no 
harm followed. At 
one year Ginetta Mar- 
gerine could stand 
alone; it was then 
observed that she 
was slightly bandy. 
A. SLOPER 8 1 
splints; re. 8. 
: he 


* a 

fool, and t sho 
would grow out of 
it. Happily, she did. 
At two years of age 
she wore her first 
bathing garment. 
The young lady is 
an accomplished wheeler, and bids fair in time to bloom into a New Woman. 


A little girlie in the Friv.“ 
Pantomime, who's awfully gone on 
ALLY. “She would ma him 
to-morrow if Mra, S. would iy 


Old Mariner (yarning). At that 
moment the ship struck n rock! 
un Fatty. Jee-osophat! Was 
the rock hurt much, U 


ON THE REAL ICE RINK. 


(1) “Say, Tommy, lot's kid Auntic Snawker 2) „Quite the thing, we ass: ' Auntie, 
on to having a skate at Henglers. I'll read ali 3 8 3 pe cul = 
bits out of the paper, and you spout out the there. Skating carried on by all the princesses 
fashionable intelligence lies.” and nesses, and all in Bloomer costume.” 


(3) The result. On the way. “Come along, 
gulch Thomas and Algernon, or we shall be 


(5) Awful results, Strangulated stranger (6) After it was all over, the chief skate- 


(4) There. Now then. zee up, Auntie. wants to know who she thinks she is holding fixer, and) bruise-embrocationer said that it 
was impossible that things could go on hko 


Off you go; buck up, and be plucky.” on to. Auntie is unable to explain, 
this. He was not averse himself to a quiet 


(drop, but the hall could not stand beastly intoxication, and she must hook it. 
P.S.—Thomas and Algernon are now out of Auntie's will. 
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